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Her eyes seemed to make him a little ironic apology. He
kissed her hair, and moved hurriedly away.
By the door Soames was standing, awaiting his turn.
" Just a minute only, sir," the nurse was saying.
Soames walked up to the bedside, and stood looking at
his daughter.
" Dad, dear \ " Michael heard her say.
Soames just touched her hand, nodded, as if implying
approval of the baby, and came walking back, but, in a
mirror, Michael saw his lips quivering.
On the ground floor once more, he had the most intense
desire to sing. It would not do; and, entering the
Chinese room, he stood staring out into the sunlit
square. Gosh ! It was good to be alive ! Say
what you liked, you couldn't beat it! They might
turn their noses up at life, and look down them at it; they
might bolster up the future and the past, but—give him the
present!
* I'll have that white monkey up again ! ' he thought.
* I'll see the brute further before he shall depress me ! '
He went out to a closet under the stairs, and, from
beneath four pairs of curtains done up in moth-preserver
and brown paper, took out the picture. He held it away
from him in the dim light. The creature's eyes! It was
all in those eyes !
" Never mind, old son ! " he said : " Up you go 1 " And
he carried it into the Chinese room.
Soames was there.
" I'm going to put him up again, sir."
Soames nodded.
" Would you hold him, while I hook the wire ? "
Soames held the picture.
Returning to the copper floor, Michael said :
" All right, sir ! " and stood back.

